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Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 




i qui sais en quels coins des terres envieuses 
Dieu jaloux cacha les pierres precieuses, 


Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 


)u dort enseveli le peuple des meteaux, 


Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 


’oi dont la large main cache les precipices 
tu somnambule errant au bord des edifices, 


Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 




Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 


qui, pour consoler l’homme frele qui souffre, 
as appris a meler le salpetre et le soufre, 


Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 


’oi qui poses ta marque, 6 complice subtil, 


Satan, prends pitie de ma longue misere! 


,e culte de la plaie et l’amour des guenilles, 


Who knows each cranny in the grudging earth 


Satan, take pity on my sore distress! 


Whose eye can pierce the deepest arsenal 


Satan, take pity on my sore distress! 


Within whose mighty arm the sleepwalker 


Satan, take pity on my sore distress! 


Who magically rescues the old bones 
of drunkards trampled by the horses’ hooves, 


Satan, take pity on my sore distress! 


Who to console our sufferings has taught 
how readily shot and powder may be mixed, 




Who sets your sign, in sly complicity, 
upon the rich man’s unrelenting brow, 


Satan, take pity on my sore distress! 


Who lights in women’s greedy hearts and eyes 
worship of wounds, rapacity for rags, 





